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"What in thunder are you driving
at?" asked Enoch fiercely.

She Bprang to her feet and faced
him. There was a malevolent sneer
in her face.

"My opinion is that anything yon
could do would be a rotter."

"Why?"
Zilla Paget drew one hand from her

muff and pulled out a few sheets of
crumpled paper. She laid them on

"Missy Dorcas!" repeated the wom-
an with a contemptuous laugh. "Get
this out of your noddle straight away;
I'm not company Miss Dorcas is ex-

pecting. And here's a bit of advice,
lose your doddering old jaw, then an-

nounce me to your master."
Enoch, with a few quick steps,

reached the top of the stair and leaned
over the balusters. The cabman
glanced at his stern face, then drop-
ped the trunk from his shoulder and
steadied it on the edge of a step.

"Stay right where you are," ordered
Wentworth abruptly.
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He leaned hin head upon his ham!
for a few minutes, and bis listless
eyes fell upon a calendar. He dis-

covered that it bore the dates of
March instead of April. He tore off
the record of weeks which had passed
and "dropped it into the waste basket
The pen rested listlessly between his
fingers. When he tried to write with
it the ink had dried. He did not dip
it in the bottle again. A trail of sleep-
less days and nights lay behind him

he felt as if his brain had drowsed
at Its post.

He picked up a rubber band, twisted
it about his fingers, then pulled it
thin till it suddenly snapped in two.
He shook himself as if a strenuous
effort to wake up. For days he had
been evolving what seemed like a
virile plot for a play. He tramped the
streets to do his thinking and planned
the scenario from beginning to end.
The night before he had locked him-

self in bis office at the Gotham and
in a frenzy of haste shaped out each
scene on his typewriter.

The manuscript lay at his elbow.
He read it through. Suddenly he re-

alized that the 'stuff fell short, of
what he could not decide. It lacked
reality. He compared it with Merry's
drama. The story in that rose up out
of the paper, each character a living,
breathing man or woman. This story
was dead, absolutely dead. He lifted
the sheets and deliberately tore them
across, gritting his, teeth while the
paper zipped, as a man does when he
is in pain.

He picked up a letter which lay be-

side him on the desk. It was ad-

dressed in Merry's irregular writing.
There was nothing inside the envelope
but a check for an amount in five
figures. Wentworth glanced at it, then
tore it across. He had sent the check
to the actor without a word; it repre-
sented the entire royalties on the
"House of Esterbrook." The mail
brought it back to him as it had gone.
A small clock ticked out the time oa
top of the desk. He remembered it
was a Christmas gift from Merry. The
ceaseless round of its second-han- d fas-

cinated him. ' y

"It would be great if one could work
as , that ridiculous needle does." he
thought "It is such a lifelike thing.
It goes on1 with a- regularity that
feazes airman, never pausing, day or
night, never dropping .out or balking
as we humans do when the brain goes
numb. I wonder," Enoch loafed back
in his chair, "I wonder if it is too late
to conie back. , It does not seem pos-

sible that a man could undergo a phy-

sical change in a few months while he
is still hale and hearty. They say such
a thing does come, though quick as
scat, when your arteries harden, or
something of that sort happens.' I'm
forty-two- . A man isn't, old at forty-tw-

and yet I feel old today. I sup-

pose," he stared steadily at the face
of the little clock ap if it were a hu-
man countenance, "I suppose this is
part of the scheme they call retribu-
tion." - '.;
' He uttered the last word in an un-

dertone as if some one were within
bearing. There had been moments
especially in the dead of pight when
he had longed to lay bare his soul to
a father confessor. . The conscience
which had slept for months awoke

New Englander Tell Good Story to
Illustrate the Progress That

Mark Modern Time.

Congressman William H. Murray, on
his return from a vacation in tha
heart of the New England country,
said in Tishomingo: . ,

"The progress of the country Is
The farmer of today drives

his motor car, smokes his cigarette
In a long amber tube, and, I over hla
after-dinne- r coffee, listens to Caruso,
singing the 'Star Song' from 'Tosca'
on the phonograph, or'hears hla .wife
rendering on the player-pian- o Grieg'e
'Peer Gynt' suite. "

"My New England farmer host, In
answer to my compliments, said, yes,
things had changed on the farm, and,
to accent this change,' he told a story

a story of the past.
"In the general store of the village,

he began, the general storekeeper
took a chew of tobacco and said:

"'Thet thar new preacher of tv--

is certainly a dude. Gosh hang my
buttons ef he don't comb oat his'
whiskers every mornin'. I got it
straight from the hired gal.'

"Everybody stared .at the general
storekeeper in astonishment before
this news. Then the old squire
chuckled and said:

" 'Wal, by crinus, I don't see how
he stands the torture of it I comb
my whiskers every Sunday, and
danged ef the knots don't make me
plumb near cuss an' swear.

important to Mothers
Examine carefully every bottle ol

CASTORIA, a safe and sure remedy fol
Infants and children, and see that it

Bears the
Signature of
In Use For Over 30 Years.
Children Cry for Fletcher's Castoria

Compliment Turned Sour.
"The young people at my house all

say that I ought to have been a pro-
fessional dancer," said Uncle Flop-sol- e.

"Yes," replied the wire-haire- d young
man; "a professional dancer has the
whole place to himself and isn't con-
stantly getting in other people's way."
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Not Wanted.
"That captive we took last week,"

said the trusty lieutenant, "says she
cannot drink condensed

milk in her' coffee."
"Turn her loose!" roared the brig-

and chief. "She's no captive. She's
a summer boarder."

Dr. Pierce' Pleasant Pellets regulate
and invigorate stomach, liver and bowels.
Sugar-coate- tiny granules, eauy to take.
Do not gripe. Adv. .'.,'

Never Use It , .

"Sewer gas is a serious matter.""
"Certainly not a thing to mak light

of."

Red Crops Barf Blue, much better, goes
farther than liquid blue. Get from any
grocer. Adv.

There will be fewer pessimists aa
soon as people learn what is fit to eat
and are able to secure it

WAS MISERABLE

COULDN'T STA1ID

Testifies She Was Restored.
to Health by Lydia E.
Pinkham's Vegetable

Compound.
' Lackawanna, N.Y. "After my first
child was born I felt very miserable and

could not stand on
my feet. My sister-in-la- w

wished me to
try Lydia E. Pink-ham- 's

Ve g e t a b 1 e
Compound and my
nerves became firm,
appetite good, step
elastic, and I lost
that weak, tired
feeling. That was
six years ago and, I
have had three fine

faealthy children since. For female trou-
bles I always take Lydia E. Pinkham's
Vegetable Compound and it works like
a charm. I do all my own work." Mrs.
A. F. Kreamer, 1574 Electric Avenue,
Lackawanna, N. Y.

Tbe success of Lydia E. Pinkham's
Vegetable Compound, made from roots
and herbs, is unparalleled. It may be
MBid with perfect confidence by women
who suffer from displacements,

periodic pains, backache, bearing-dow- n

feeling.flatulency.indigestion, dizziness,
or nervous prostration. Lydia E. Pink-
ham's Vegetable Compound is the stan-
dard remedy for female ills.

Women who 'suffer from those dis-
tressing ills peculiar to their sex should
be convinced of the ability of Lydia E.
Pinkham's Vegetable Compound to re-
store their health by the many genuine
and truthful testimonials we are con-
stantly publishing in the newspapers.

If you want special advice Write to
Lydia E.Pinkham Medicine Co. (conf-
idential) Lynn, Mass. Yonr letter will
be opened, read and answered by a
woman and held in strict confidence

Don't Persecute
Your Bowels

Cut out cathartics and purgatives. They are
Drutal, naran, unnecessary, l o aisx
CARTER'S LITTLE
LIVER PILLS
Purely vegetable. Act ,f I I HDTtDvgently on the liver,
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bowel. Cart
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Genuine ynust bear Signature

A i SELDOM SEE
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W.F.YOUNG, P. 0. F.. 110 Taaiaii St, Spriasfiola. Mats.
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He turned to the woman, who stood
on the stair. She, lifted her face and
greeted him with a derisive laugh.

'Will you be good enough. Miss
Paget, to tell me what this intrusion
means?

The Englishwoman laughed again.
It was a peculiar laugh, a sweet, shrill
ripple, without a ghost of merriment
in it It had a thrill as of something
demoniac. She did not answer his
question, but turned to the cabman.

'Take that trunk up and set it on
the landing. I can't pass while you
block the stair. Then go down and
wait until I call you."

The . man obeyed. The actress
paused on the top step and looked
down at Jason. "As for youi" she
looked at him with a sneering smile,
mind your own business now.; I have

announced myself to your master."
Wentworth stood with his hand

upon the railing of the stair. His face
was stern and there were hrd lines
about his mouth. He held the door
of the library open.

"Come in here," he said.' There was
no cordiality in his welcome.

The actress brushed past him with
a short, unpleasant laugh. Her man
ner was full of Went-
worth realized that he had never seen
her look more beautiful; still1 his
pulses did not quicken by a beat. She
wore a gown of strangely lurid blue
which few women would have dared
to affect. The harmony between the
dead gold of her hair and a willowy
blue plume that swept down from her
hat was almost startling. Her atti-
tude was aggressive and a certain
sense' of power lay behind her the-
atrical entrance. Enoch's face settled
into a frown, although his eyes were
full of scowling perplexity. He rapped
the door shut and turned the key in
the lock.

"Now," he demanded sharply, "be
good enough to tell me what this
means."

'Aren't you going to ask me to sit
down?" The woman spoke with an
enticing smile.

No. I have no intention of asking
you to stay so long."

Zilla Paget laughed and sank lan
guidly into a chair beside the fireplace.

'I would suggest that you sit down."
she said suavely. .

Enoch shook his Head.
"You may get tired before I-- am

through talking. It will take some
time to discuss this affair."

"Wbat affair?" Wentworth turned
on her with quiet scorn. "Don't be
foolish enough to try blackmail. Any-
thing like," he paused for a moment
as if trying to find a suitable word,
"like sentiment for instance or call
It what you wish died a natural
death one afternoon when I tried to
explain things to you. .The minute a
woman lets herself go and shows the
devil in her makeup at white heat,
sentiment can die die a very sudden
death. Besides, I have nothing on my
conscience. I treated you as gener-
ously as any man would have done
under the circumstances."

Miss Paget threw back her head and !

laughed. "Sit down," she advised.
"This is a different affair entirely.
Do not flatter yourself; there is not
a ghost of sentiment in this."

Enoch walked to the mantel, leaned
his elbow upon it, and stared down
at her. "I'll give you exactly ten min
utes to explain what you want If it
is about your child, I am quite as anx- -

Ioub to get him out of my house as
you are."

"My child! I will relieve your mind
on that point immediately. It is not
my child I want If your sister wants
to play foster-mother- ,, she is quite
welcome to him. When I think cf it,"
she began slowly to draw off her
gloves,. "Miss Wentworth has really
done me a great favor."

"Oblige me then," Enoch's voice was
full of cold indifference, "by. getting
down to business as quickly as pos-

sible.. You must be gone before my
sister comes in." '

""Indeed." The actress looked up into
his face with an insolent smile. ""Why
should we hurry? I want to ask you
a. few questions. I understand you are
writing a new play." She turned to
glance at the litter of .manuscript on
his desk. "Is there a part in it for
me?" ,

"I have not begun to place parts
yet."

"Ah!" She watched him with calm
scrutiny. "How 13 it coming along?
Will it be as big a go as "The House'
has been?"
v "Is it any of your business?"

"Probably not; still, I am interested.
I have been wondering," she spoke
slowly, as if thinking aloud, "if it can
possibly come up to the expectations
of the public. A second play is often
such a rotter."

MYSTERY OF EASTER ISLAND

None Can Tell of What Race Were
the Sculptors Who Carved the

Immense Images.

Huge and grotesque stone Images
stand and He over the fertile surface
of a deserted island far south in, the
Pacific. It Is a placethat Poe mightj

. . . , T 1 Jhave sung into existence or muei
Haggard created for the scene of some
fantastic romance. Even its name,
Easter island, seems more literary
than geographical. Easter island,
2,000 miles from South America and
1,400 miles from Pitcairn island, has
on all the 45 square miles of its area
less than two hundred people. But it

"There are seven layers of cuticle
on the finger tips. A man might re-

move one or two or even three of
these. The more removed, of course,
the less possible of detection are the
lines. By some process or other,
though, the HneB could be brought out.
The finger print test is hard to beat."

Mail Carriers' Hard Job.
If there is a point south of the Alas-

kan boundary where the United States
mail carriers have to contend with ad-

verse weather conditions paralleling

copyright; 1914 BY F.G.DROWNE

SYNOPSIS.

Enoch Wentworth, journalist, and An-
drew Merry, actor, flay a hand at poker,
th stakes absolute control of the futureft the loser. Wentworth wins. They de- -

ntde to keep the matter 'Secret. Dorcas,
knowing from her brother. Enoch, of
Merry's shortcomings, tries to arouse his
ambition, Amirrw outlines the plot of a
play he 'has had In mind and she urges
htm to go to work on it. When the play
Is completed Merry reads It to Went-
worth. whose life ambition is to write a
successful play. He demands Merry's
play as a forfeit of the bond won in the
poker game. Preparations for staging the
play are begun, but Merry, who is to take
Ihe leading part. Is mlsslnt;. Dorcas
proves a success In the leading female
part at rehearsals.- She quarrels witlviier
brother for taking credit for a play she
knows to belong to Merry. Dorcas finds
Merry among the down-and-ou- ts In a
bread line and persuades him to take his
pint In the play. The producer suggests
certain changes In the play, which Went-
worth tries to Induce Merry to make. The
actoi refuses, but finally consents on con-
dition that1 Wentworth cease his atten-
tions to Ztlla Paget, the heavy woman in
the play, who has a bad reputation. The
play proves a great suecesa. Porcas ac-
cuses her brother of theft. ' The blind

hiM of Zllla Paget appears and Is heart-leasl- y

repudiated by the mother. ;

i ' CHAPTER XVII.

The Green Turquolf.es.
Then," continued Dorcas, "Guleesh

lifted the lady to the horse's, back and
leaped up before her. ' She put her
arms : about his waist and clung to
him tightly. 'Rise, horse, rise,' he
cried. The horse and all the hun-

dreds of horses behind him spread out
their wings and rose in the air. They
vent flying swiftly across- - the sea."..

"Miss Dorcas," Interrupted Robin
creduously, "I didn't know that horses
could fly. I thought they trotted on
tne streets like this." xne ooy suppeo.
down from his chair and kicked with
his heels upon the floor.

"Guleesh's horse had wings all
fairy horses have wings," Dorcas
laughed. ..

"Did you ever see a fairy horse?"
"I'm afraid I never did."
"Then how do you know that it's

true?" : ?

"Fairy stories tell us so."
."Oh." The child's brown eyes turned

to her eagerly. TUey were, interrupt-
ed by a knock at the library door.
Jison entered.

"I reckon yo'se awful busy dis arter-noo-

Missy?" ,
"Not If there is anything I can-d- o

for you, Jason." .,) '

"Emiline's downstairs. Tou know
who Emiline is?" He paused and
glanced at Robin: -

Dorcas nodded. 7

"If 't wan't be inconveniencln' she'd
like to see yo'."

"Why does she want to see mev
Jason,?" . - - ,; ; .. ,"

"I can't tell. Missy. She's des kep'
en fo' yo' to see

her, so I tol' her, I'd ask yo'." ;
"I'll see her. And, Robin, suppose

you go with Jason for a little while.
He keeps a doughnut jar in the pan-

try. Make Jason tell you a story. Fly-

ing horses are nothing to the wonder-
ful things he has seen." '

Emiline entered timidly and stood
aiting until Dorcas pointed to a

chair. She was a neat-lookin- g yellow
girl, but there was a worried lodk on
her good-nature- d face. '

"Anything wrong, Emiline?" asked
Dorcas. - v.

"Wrong! Eberyt'ing's wrong, Mis'
. Wentworth. I'se lef Miss Paget fo'
good en all. Lawd, what a whack she
hit me when I tol' her somet'ings I
thought!" .

"She struck you?" Dorcas stared
ttt the girl in astonishment.

.... "'Deed, Mis' Wentworth, she struck,
ne hard, straight 'cross my mouf wid
her lian'. I could take de law to her,
I reckon, en git damages, but 1 ain't

to. ' I'se scared to death". ob
havin' anyt'ing to do wid her." The
girl's face seemed to whiten, and she
clasped her hands in an agony 'of ter-
ror. "I wouldn't wuk fo' her nohow
I'd ruther go on de streets. Mis' Went-
worth, .her tuqquoises am
green!"., .;;

"What. do you mean?" "
; ,J

i Emillrie spoke in a frightened whis-
per. : : .. i

"Her tuqquoises am green,
I 'clar' fo' Gawd, dey is!" J

Dorcas laughed. The octoroon's
statement was so irrelevant it was al-

most funny. ;

"Lawdy. Mis' Wentworth, don' go to
laughin'. I reckon yo' don't know what
an awful t'ing dat is to happen. ' I
nebber heard tell cb hit but once. Hit
don' happen exceptin when a woman's
ez wicked ez de ol' serpint herself!

; "Emiline, .what- - on earth are you
talking about?" , .

"My granny once worked fo' a wick-
ed lady was back in slave days. 1

'member hearin her tell 'bout it when
I was a little gal. Her Misses was
an army lady, rich en beautiful ez
could be, but she done hated her bus-ban- d

en der was anodder man she
was sho' sot arter. Her husband, de
fine ol' army man,, lie died sudden one
night. She had er necklace on, de
bluest tuqquoises yo' ebber see, en de
next day dey turned green. Den dey
found out she'd poisoned him. Dey
would have hung her, but she drowned
herself. De tuqquoises was on her
neck when dey pulled her out bb de
ribber dey was green as grass."

Dorcas shivered. "Emiline, what
lias this to do with Miss Paget?" .

The girl's eyes grew round with ter-

ror. .
........

"She had er necklace ob de swellest
tuqquoises gib her a month ago by a
gemman. She's always gittin' pres-- ;

ents fr'm gemmen. Dey was ez pale
blue ez de sky when she got dem. She
wears dem all de time, day and night.
You see dem on her when she was
actin'?" '.'( p J

.Dorcas nodded.
"She nebber takes dem off. One

day I tor her dey wa n t near ez blue
ez dey used to be. She took dem to
a jeweler man en hed dem cleaned. Hit
didn't do dem a mite ob good. Din

SAYS TEST IS INFALLIBLE

Prominent Chemist Denies That Man's
Finger Tips Can Be Permanently

Changed by Chemicals.

"The finger print test la practically
Infallible."

' This Is what Dr. Charles Glaser,
analytical chemist, said recently when
asked to comment on a dispatch from
New York to the effect that a notori-
ous criminal had discovered a way to

tha-whirl- and loops on his

mornin'," , Emiline paused as in terror
of repeating it, "dis mornin'. Mis'
Wentworth, ezxsho' ez Gawd made me.
dem tuqquoises was turned green!"

Dorcas sat staring at her.
"I screamed when I sot my eyes on

dem." The girl's teeth chattered. "She
asked what was de matter, en I tol'
her de story ob de ol' Colonel's Misses.
Dat's when she whaled me 'cross de
mouf."

"But," queried Dorcas with a puz-

zled frown, "what does it all mean?"
"Lawdy, dem tuqquoises would have

stayed , sky-blu- e - on Mis'. Went--

The Girl's Eyes Grew Round With
Terror. : ...

worth, er on any lady dat wa'n't doin"
all dem kind ob wicked t'!ngs."'

Rubbish!"
'I swar to de Lawd hit's true," cried

Emiline appealingly. - "I've heard my
granny tell hit many a time."

Dorcas laughed. Although the story
was absurd, her skin had grown chilly
while Emiline talked. ''

'Til tell yo'." The girl's voice grew
intense: "Don' yo' 'member she had
dem tuqquoises on las' night when yo'
come in wid de little blind boy? Lawd,
I could er choked her dead wid my
own nan's! She was de ol'. debil his- -

self, en der's a Judgment ajcomin' on
her. ; When' yo' was gone, de t'ings
she done . say was ' curdlin' to de
blood!" " yy---

'Miss Paget Is not a good woman I
know, but " ' -

'Good!" interrupted Emiline. ."She
didn't murder nobody den,, en I reck-
on she ain't since, but dar was murder
in her heart!. En den, dis mornin'
'fore she woun' out 'bout de tuqquoises

somering queer happened, somet'ing
terrible queer!" v ,

"What?"
"She come upstairs wid er bunch ob

letters in her hand, right arter lunch
time.,' She laid dem down; but befo'
she done took off her t'ings she took
anodder one out er her muff. !Fo" she
took her hat off .she opened it en
read it. She dropped de envelope on
de floor. 1 saw it. Hit wa'n't; ad-

dressed to her, hit was somebody
else's letter.', The negro girl paused
irresolutely for a moment.

"Well?" queried Dorcas.
v "Hit was fo' 'Mrs. Alice V. Bourne,
Gotham Theater." " .

"'Alice V. Bourne'!" Dorcas jumped
to her feet. J

"Yessum." Emiline's tongue ran on
excitedly. "Miss Paget, she was took
wid de queerest fit yo' ebber see arter
she done read it. She lay back en
screeched en laughed. She got clear
hystericky. Den, all of er sudden, she
started to fire questions at me 'bout
little Julie Bourne en Mrs. Bourne, en
where dey lived en where dey come
fr'm. I didn't know nuffln' but where
dey lived. I went up once to Harlem
wid Mrs. Bourne to help her bring
some stuff bb Miss Julie's to er."

"Where did she get the letter?"
asked Dorcas. .

"Yo' kin search me," answered Emi
line briskly. "Dat 'oman 'ould steal
er murder er any ol' t'ing."

There was a long silence. Emiline
rose to go.

"Mia' Wentworth," she asked hesi
tatingly, "ef yo hear ob er good place,
would yo' send fo' me? Jason, he
knows where to tin' me anytime." She
paused irresolutely. "You don' want
a nurse fo' de little blind boy, I reck
on. 1'se'er born nur3e. I like it!"

"I don't know yet, Emiline, what
plans 1 can make, or what will be done
with Robin; but I'll try to And some
work for you."

CHAPTER XVIII.

The Irony of Fate.
Wentworth locked himself In the li-

brary one Saturday morning. Oswald
with quiet insistence, bad continued
the demand that he break away, go
home, and begin work on another play,

"Business can be carried along with,
out you," was his daily assurance
" 'The House of Esterbrook' is good
for another season, perhaps for more
than one, and-w- e oi'ght to look ahead
I am. asked every day if you are writ-
ing anctherplay. You ought to strike
while the i ron is ho.t. The luck we
are having should be an inspiration to
you."

The Waverly Place house was per
fectly still. Enoch seated himself be
fore the degk, cleared' off the blotter,
laid cut a heap of copy paper, filled
the ink-wol- and adjusted a new pea

digits, making it difficult to bring
out the characteristics necessary in
the finger print identification.

The man mentioned In the dispatch
was found dead on the streets of New
York. In an effort to identify him the
police took an impression of his finger
tips. They were fcuud as smooth as
paper and the infallibility of the fin-
ger print system was In doubt. For
two weeks the New York police de-

partment chemists worked to bring
out the lines. They accompanied
purpose, bu'. tha marks were ti.Iy

As a Producer of Good, Wholesome Food
the Dairy Cow Occupies a

(By W. MILTON KELLY.)
Modern dairy farming represents

the highest and most complex type of
specialized animal husbandry, and has
as its basis a, safe and sensitive system
of crop growing. (

As a producer of good wholesome
food and a conserver "of soil fertil-
ity the dairy cow occupies a foremost
position among stock we keep on our
farms.

She brings to half
farmed lands methods of
ment and crop-growin- g that bring more
profit and Insure greater improvement
than can come from any other type of
American farming.
, Growing the feed necessary to sup-
ply a herd of dairy cattle affords the
best example of crop rotation found
in any type of American farming.

Feeding the soil by growing crops
to feed dairy cows is one way of eat-
ing the cake and having it too.

Farms that support dairy cows pro-

duce many crops to serve the appetites
of the cows. By growing a variety
of crops we are feeding a variegated
ration to our soil.

Alfalfa, clover and peas are very
prominent in the best dairy rations,
and are valuable in every crop-rotatio-

Having the peculiar power of
appropriating their nitrogen from the
inexhaustible supply in the atmos-
phere, they not only furnish the most
nutritious forage and hay for, the
cattle, but they feed the soil with the
element.

Following a systematic alternation
of crops and feeding them to the dairy
cattle in connection wh small quan-
tities of such as cotton-
seed meal, oil meal and gluten meal
(which are nearly as valuable for fer
tilizers as for feed) increases the, soil
residues and causes a natural improve-
ment in productivity, i

Accumulating experience jf the day
and the history of dairying from its
early stages show that if prpperly
conducted it increases soil fertility

Any man who sets about it intelli
gently can Increase the fertility of
his land beyond its virgin condition.
Let the straw fodders, forage and en
silage find their way to market
through dairy cows. Feed the soil
with manure to supply humtis and
plant food. Grow nitrogen growing
crops to help out the nitrogen prob
lem.

Stable manure and green manure
plowed under will liberate sufficient
potash for succeeding crops.

Phosphoric acid, potash and nitro
gen form the trinity of plant foods
wherever a profitable agriculture is
maintained. Phosphoric acid is defi
cient in the generality of soils on dairy
farms.

It is supplied in limited amount in
stable manure, but that source is in
adequate. It may be furnished in the
form of untreated ground rock or in
acid phosphate, llie acid phosphate
will give more certain returns, unless
the soil is well supplied with humus,

Potash is contained in average soils
in sufficient quantities for many years
crop growing. With phosphoric acid
added, with manure plowed under
to unlock the supply of potash, and
with nitrogen from the atmosphere
supplied through growing legumes, the
farm is gradually Increasing in pro-

ductivity.
A highly developed dairy business

must be managed in a careful, system-

atic manner. An accurate record must
be kept of each cow's milk yield, how
much fat it contains, and how much
feed it requires to produce it.

Feed records are just as essential as
milk and butterfat records. It is the
profits we want rather than the phe-

nomenal milk yields that are made by
feeding large quantities of expensive
concentrates. .

This is a matter that must receive
our attention if we place our dairy
herds on a money making basis.

Feeding too heavy concentrated ra-

tions to stimulate milk yields ruins
the capacity of the cows. What we
want is cows that have a large capa-
city and cows that can eat large
amounts of our farm grown feeds and
turn them to profit without being fed
large quantities of the expensive con-

centrates'
Finding such cows is more a mat-

ter of individuality than of breed.
We must weigh, test and keep a rec-

ord of the feed consumed by each
cow. Otherwise we will have a herd
of cows that are not capable of re-

turning us a profit from the feeds we
grow on the farm.

- I know cf herds that have been fed
so much of these concentrates thafc.
it requires from four to six pounds of
protein a day to maintain a suitable
milk flow. Such cows have lost their
capacity and cannot possibly make
money for their owner.
' The successful dairy farmer must
raise his own cows. If he has a herd
of Jerseys, Guernseys, Holsteins or
Ayrshires he should stick close to the
one breed.

A cross-bre- d cow is a mistake. You
may ask me if cross-breedin- g does
not bring increased vigor. It does,
but not more than by using bulls from
unrelated families of the same breed
that possess similar qualities and
types as our own cattle.

Corn Crop in the Silo.
The feed-cutte- r should be in use on

every farm, the corn-shredd- is an ex-

cellent thing, but why not put all of
the corn crop In a silo as the best
probable position to get every pound
of value out of it.

Cause of Failures,
A good many farmers failed to

make much money last year even at
the high prices. Why? " Because they
did not understand how to breed and
feed for profit.

and a Corserver of Soil Fertility
Foremost Position.

Such breeding brings increased vig-
or and prepotency and gives us the
best products. Types must be pre-
served if we maintain a profitabln
herd. The only way to maintain type
and prepotency is to stick close to
one breed ,

Select the breeds best adapted to
the markets that you supply. If you
cannot afford to buy pure-bre- d stock,
start-wit- your herd as it Is and tr7,
to improve it.

Go your length on a good bull. If
your cows are deficient in the flow of
milk, buy a sire that will make up the
quality. If thfeir milk is deficient in
butterfat, breed from' a sire whose
tendency is built up along that line.

Breed from sires that are vigorous
and prepotent. This will give you
the standard for Which you are striv
ing. We want animals possessing
blood, type and prepotency that come
only from systematic breeding.

When we buy a pure-bre- d breeding
bull we are paying the man who bred
him a premium for his education and
brains, to raise the standard of our
own herd.

PLANS FOR STORING CLOVER

Real Secret Is to Cut It at Proper
Time and Cure It "In the Shade"

as Much aa Possible.

Where clover hay is put into the
cock, it is advisable to open up the
cocks and permit them to air a short
time before taking them to the stack
or mow.

If the hay is put. into a stack, the
stack should be started upon a bot
torn of poles, brush, straw, or old hay.
Where it is placed directly on the
ground there is bound to fce more or
less spoiled hay In the. bottom. Clo
ver hay does not shed water, and it
is advisable to top out clover stacks
with rather 'green timothy, prairie, or
slough hay, putting bn enough hang-
ers to hold the top in place. '

There are a few variations In the
methods of making good clover hay,
but Abe' real secret, no matter what
the method, is to cut it at the proper
time and cure it "in the shade" ns
much as possible, (being careful to
avoid a hasty drying up of the leaves
and overcuring. Properly cured clo-

ver hay will sweat in either the stack
or the mow,' but unless it is unevenly
packed and loose, no alarm need be
felt if it gets warm.

ERADICATION OF WILD ONIONS

Plowing Up Pasture, and Cultivating
the Soil Is Only Sure Way of

' Destroying the Peat.

' The wild onion, a very serious pest
in the pastures of many eastern and
middle states, can be eradicated only
by plowing up the pasture and cul-
tivating the land. Where only a
few weeds are growing, each clump
may be uprooted separately.

The wild onion matures in midsum-
mer. At this time it has at its base a
large soft bulb and several small hard
ones. The soft bulbs germinate short-
ly afterwards, while the hard ones re-

main dormant until the followins
spring.

By taking" advantage of the habits
of growth it may be eradicated in cul-

tivated fields. Plow late in autumn
as deep as possible and next spring
begin working the soil early with har-

row and disk. Go over it enough to
prevent any new growth from appear-
ing.

Corn, cotton, or similar cultivate",
crops are best because In cultivating
them the top growth of the onion is
kept down. If the work is well done
the weeds should be entirely eradi-
cated by the time the corn is laid by.

Selecting Brood Sows.
When selecting brood sows spare

those that have shown themselves to
be good mothers. Do not be tempted
by price or any other consideration to
part with them as long as they will
breed well, unless they show indica-
tions of impaired usefulness. One good

brood sow should be worth two young
ones whose usefulness has not been
proven. Attention to this matter
would greatly increase the profits from
growing swine.

Suppression of Hog Cholera.
Five hundred thousand dollars are

to be expended by tha department of
agriculture in 13 counties of the
United States in a campaign for tho
suppression of hog cholera.

Provide Dry Quarters.
A hog kept in dry quarters will

thrive much better on less feed than
he will if exposed to the rain and
fed on abundance in the mud.

Shipping Squash and Pumpkin.
Squash and pumpkin should be

shipped to market in bags or crates
similar to those used for cabbage.

Infertile Eggs Best
Produce only infertile eggs for mar-

ket, as they do not spoil so easily
as fertile ones.

Dry Grains for Turkeys.
Turkeys will not do well if fed on

wet mash food. They require prlncl
pally dry grains to keep thier digestive
apparatus working properly.

Increase of Small Farms.
In nearly all states there is an in-

crease in the number of farms of less
than twenty acres.

Farming Fundamentals.
Crop rotation and live stock are

fundamentals of successful farming.

"Tell Me What This Means," He De-

manded Sharply.

the table, smoothing them carefully
with the blank side up. Suddenly she
turned them over and placed both her
hands firmly on the paper.

Enoch took a few steps forward and
peered down through his glasses. His
gait grew unsteady and his fingers
gripped at the edge of the table. A
purplish flush swept over his cheeks,
then he became ghastly pale. His very
lips grew white. There were gray
hollows about his eyes like the shad-
ows which creep into a face after
death. His mouth moved, but he did
not utter a word, because his tongue
touched dry lips.

"I knew' you would understand,"
murmured the woman.

Wentworth's hands sprang at her
wrists like the grip of a wild beast
snatching at its preyA

"Don't," entreated the actress. "You
hurt terribly. You "do- not know how
strong you are. Besides you are fool-

ish, horribly foolish. - If you should
tear this, it is nothing but Exhibit A.
There are hiindreds of sheets' where
it came from. And let me tell you
they are where you won't find them."

Wentworth unclasped her wrists,
but his eyes were blazing with mur-

derous fury. He turned with a quick
gesture to the wall behind him.
Against a rug of Oriental matting
hung a collection of savage weapons.
The woman watched him with cool
unconcern. He seemed to be search-
ing rapidly with his eyes for some-
thing. He laid his hand upon a long
thin dagger. Here and there its blade
had rusted to blackness, but its edge
was deadly keen. He jabbed the point
of it into his blotting pad. - It curled
over lithely, as a Ferrara does. Then
he glanced at the woman beside the
table. His eyes were glittering with
the bloodthirsty, passions of the primi
tive man.

Zilla Paget lifted a lorgnette which
hung at her wrist by a jeweled chain.
She clicked it open, raised it to her
eyes and laughed.

"1 wonder," she murmured, "if you
realize how ridiculous you look. You
are too white-livere- d to do such a
thing as that. Besides," she glanced
about the sunlit room, "where could
you hide the body?"

Enoch tossed the blade upon his
desk and began to walk up and down
the floor. He rolled his handkerchief
into a hard ball and dabbed with it
continually at his moist forehead. The
woman sat perfecWy still. She turned
tot fold the sheets of paper, then she
raid one hand upon them and lay back
gracefully in her chair.

Wentworth turned on her with a
sudden question. "How much do you
want for Exhibit A and the rest of
the evidence?"

She shrugged her shoulders. "1 have
no intention of selling it."

"Then what's your price?" Enoch's
question snapped like a pistol shot.

She looked up at him with a de-

risive smile.
"My price is ridiculously small,

much less than it is worth. I am
merely coming here to live."

"You are coming here to live?
Here in the house with my sister?"
- "Here in the house with your sis-
ter," she repeated mockingly, "Exact-
ly. I have taken a fancy to this part
of the city.', It is, rather attractive for
New. York. I think I shall enjoy the
society of your sister. You will not
find me a troublesome guest. I can
fit In happily i to your, home circle.
Part of my luggage Is there in the

'hall, you know. The rest is down-

stairs."
(TO BE CONTINUED.)

has other inhabitants, great masses of
rock, 600 in number, each carved into
the semblance of a human figure, the
origin of which is a mystery. These
statues weigh on an average from ten
to twelve tons each, me of them
reaching a weight of 40 tons. A few of
them stand on strong .platforms 40
feet long, and many similar platforms
stand untenanted.

At the quarry, which is a crater
(for Easter island is of volcanic ori-
gin), a number of these images lie
half formed as the vanished sculptors
left them.

There is another crater where the
crowns of the figures were made from
rock of a different sort Here, too,
are found unfinished specimens.
Churchman.

those of the Arctic regions. It is at
Put-in-Ba- that famous island in Lake
Erie where Perry won his victory a
century ago. Separated from the Ohio
mainland by 12 miles of open water,
the coming of winter brings hardships
to the men whose daily taBk it is to
traverse the distance laden with the
mails. A stout sailboat is the usual
means of communication, but when the
ice closes and boating Is impossible,
the ice boat is called into play and
the distance is traversed in record
time.

and was raging at bim like a demon.
He sat silent, going over his life step
by step from the day when he was
confronted by temptation and fell.
Dorcas bad branded him as a thief.
Still she had kept her 'word and never
again questioned the authorship of the
play. Her accusation left a welt in
his soul like a stroke from the thin
end of a whip. It was a; welt which
had not healed. He knew she had
spoken the truth. He dropped his
head i upon his arms. It was years
since he had said a prayer., He had
forgotten the form that prayer takes.

God, he murmured, "if there is
any way for me to come back and
begin again show me that way."

He did not raise his head; in an
apathy he was listening curiously to

; "That Actor Won't Play It."

a commotion in the lower part of the
house. From a wrangle of voices in
the hall rose the clear tones of
woman. He jumped to his feet with
consternation in his eyes and Hung
the door open. While he stood mo
tionless listening his forehead wrink
led in perplexity. A cabman was car-
rying a trunk upstairs. It was so large
that it blocked the stairway. A few
steps below Jason tried in vain to
pass.

"Yo' ain't got no right to tote dat
trunk up dar without, Marse Went
worth's say so," cried the old negro.
"I'm gwine tell him 'bout hit."

When a woman's voice from the low
er hall answered, Enoch's face went
pallid white.

"You dippy old black fool, I know
my business. Cabby, take up that
trunk as I tell you to."

Wentworth could hear Jason expos
tulate again. "Marse Enoch don' know
you're comin'. Missy Dorcas am out
en she ain't gib me no orders 'bout
company." ,1

faint. They were puzzled to know
what means had been used to destroy
the characteristics.

Doctor Glaser explained that a crim-

inal might eradicate the whorls and
loops very easily by means of lye.

"I imagine an application of lye,
without at all mutilating the finger
tips, would take off the top layer of
cuticle. To th naked eye, then, the
lines would bo indistinct. Through a
magnifier, however, they would be vis-
ible, more particularly on the impres-
sion taken


